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all except one small fezzed boy who evaded his vigilant eye and sold us a packet of what he called "French cards." On opening this we discovered that it contained ordinary playing cards.
It was good to see Frank. We yarned for hours. But I felt I could not be happy again until I was back in the safe, clean, well-ordered Manda. At last—to my immense relief— I was in my little cabin again telling that sane but dull Scotsman about the awful things that had happened ashore. Awful? Well, come to think of it, nothing much had happened at all, though it seemed awful. He, with native caution, had not left the ship, thus saving his bawbees and his honour. In the midst of my recital there was a sudden fusillade of revolver shots. One of the Sandhurst types, returning highly elated, had made his protest at the excessive charges of the boatman. The demonstration, which was noisy but harmless, proved most effective.
The Suez Canal was exactly as I had supposed—a straight narrow ditch through the desert debouching occasionally into lakes. Sheikhs, camels, palm-trees, were so like the little models at Sunday school that my faith in humanity and the goodness of the world were restored. Then we passed into the hot, humid Red Sea. We lounged listlessly about the deck till the summons to meals, when AVC sat in the saloons under whirling white punkahs and the (.oa.ncsc stewards wrhipped away the plates before we had linished. One morning the Indian officer persuaded me—on the strict; understanding that it was a teetotal drink—to have a John Collins. Usually the Westerner is accused of introducing coloured races to alcohol. Mine was a rare example of the reverse process. I liked the drink and immediately sifter-wards had a prolonged fit of the giggles, which, off and on, has lasted ever since.
We called at Aden, where I inspected those hideous marine parodies the merman and the mcrwoman, dried nightmare creatures. Then, like a "sea-shouldering whale," we wallowed across the Indian Ocean on the last lap. I remember little of it except my iirst glimpses of the llying-iishes, and a growing feeling of apprehension that, any time now, I would have to start work on a terrifying new job in an